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A NEW CRIME-MYSIERY
STORY BY THE
AUTHOR OF-—

“Rafﬂes”

(Qepyright,

ATNOPSIA OF PHBCEIMNG CUHAPTERS,
Cmaaget, an Engilshman, who Hes gmigrated o

14, br Belbe Merrill o)

AmbmZa i retosming to Bedeud,  1he oalin
e on the steamehip from liniy on o Hilton
. Im hia wiee,
Dot Woth

who haa eeloed Cusalet’s old home snd
his friend, Bcruton, sent (o prison, Ces
W preparing to help Reruton Ie the Iatters
eavly release, Tn London they leam that Craven
hodh bess murdersd & fow daps eariier; adso that
Bergbem, whs hated Cruven, I et of pelon,
Casadot vuns down 1o his old bome 1o e
Dmsade Muconir, whoim he loved a8 & boy, and
whom Toye also seema intermstmd,  Toye de
dere his intention of peoling the Craven musder
Ha Bas alreadh acqiudred fame &s a0
smalour detective  Soritup b arcested, eharged
the ertme, Curalet refuses (o belisve in the
donviet’s guit, Casalet asd Tanche visit
of the crime, Thew Caaalet shows the
In oharge & Meoret eompmriment uvler
of o cupboard,  In this hiding plece e
the desd man's wate amd moner, thus
that roblery was not the mative of Lie
musderer, The club with wWhikch raven was
kilded b8 also foumd, Cazalst and Toje dlecuss
Toye makn
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sarebing qoeslions as Lo
mbum articies In the secret compariment.

CHAPTER VIII.

(Contiound )

Finger-Prints.

DON'T follow you, Toye."
“I'm thinking of finger-
prints, If he'd Just've
lnld those things right
down, he'd have laft the
print of hia hand as large as life for
Scotland Yard."

“The devil he would!" exclalmed
Casalet. "1 wish you'd explain' he
added; “remember I'm a wild man
from the woods, and only know of
these things by the vaguest kind of
hearsay and stray paragraphs in the
papers. [ never knew you could leave
your mark so easlly as all that"

Toye took the breakfast menu and
placed It face downward on the tabie-
eloth. "Lay your hand on that, palm
down,” be sald, "and don't move It
for a minule”

Caszalet looked at him a moment
pefore complying; then his fina
shapely, sunburnt hand lay etill as
plaster under thelr eyes untll Toye
told Bim he might take It up.

Of course there was no mark what-
ever, and Cazalet laughed.,

*“You ahould have caught me when
§f eame up from those foundatlous,
pet freah from my tub!™ sald he,

“You walt” repiled Hilton Toye,
taking the menu gingerly by the edge
and putting it out of harm's way in
the empty ftoast-rack. “You can't
see anything now, but If you come
reund to the Bavoy I'll show you

-
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*“Your prints, #irl T don't say I'm
Socotland Yard at the gams, but I can
@o It well enough to show you how
#t's done. You haven't left your mark
mpon the paper, but I guess you've
loft the sweat of your hand; If I snow
a little French ohalk over it, tho
ohalk'll stick where your hand did,
and blow off ensily everywhers alse.

*The rest's an simple as all blg
things. It's hanged a few folks al-
ready, but 1 judge It docsn't have
muoch chance with things that have
laln buried In Lrick-dust. Say, como
round to lunch and I'll have your
prints ready for you. 1'd llke awfully
to show you how it's dons. It would
really bs a great pleasure'

Cazalst excused himself with deci-
sion., He had a full morning lo front
of him.

He was golng to see Miss Macnalr's,
brother, son of the late head of the
father's old firm of aalicltors, and
now one of the partners, to get them
either to take up BScruton's case
themaelves, or else to recommend a
frm perhaps more accustomed 10
eriminal practice.

Cazalet was always apt to be elabs
or in the Nrst person  singular,
sittfer In the past or in the future
tense; but he was more so than usual
in explalning his considered Inton-
tions in this matter that lay so very
mear his heort,

"Going to sea Heruton, too? sald

Toye.

“Not necessarlly,” was the short
reply.

PBut it also was elaborated by

Casalst on & moment's consideration.
The fact was that he wanted first to
know if it were not possible, by the
Intervention of a really influential
lawyer, to obtain the priscner's imme-
diate releass, at any rate on ball,

i impossible, ha might hesitate to

force himself on Scruton In the
prison, but he would mee,
“It's & perfect socandal that he

should be there at all,” sald Cazalet,
as ho rose frst and ushered Toye
out Into the lounge, “Only think:
our old gardencr saw him run out
of the drive at half past seven, when
the gong went, when the real mur-
derer must bave been shivering in
the Michelangelo cupboard, wonders
Ing how the devil he was ever golng
to get out again”

“Then you think old mun Craven—
begging his poor pardon—was get.
ting out some clgara when the man,
whoever he was, came inand knocked
bikm on the Read?™

Cazalet nodded vigoroualy, "“That's
the likelleat thing of all!" he cried.
“Then the gong went—thers may
even have come & knock at the door

—and there was that cupboard stand-
ing open at lis elbow.”

“S7ith w hole In the foer that
migth have been made for him?

“As It happens, ves; he'd search
avery Inch llke a rat in a trap, you
pes; and there it wad as I'd left it
twenty years before.”

Well, It'a a wonderful yarn!™ ex.
claimed Hilton Tove, and he Nghted
tae clgar that Cazalet had givea him,

1 think 1t may be thought one If
the police ever own how they made
their find,” agreed Cazalet, laughiag
and looking at his watch,

Toye had never heard him laugh so
afton,

“Hy the way, Drinkwater doesn't
wint any of all this to coms out un-
111 he's dragged his man before the
beak agaln.”

“Which you mean to provent?

“If only I can! T more or less prom.
ised not to talk, however, and I'm
sure you won't., You knew so much
already, you may just as well know
the rest this week as well ax next, if
vou don't mind keeping ® to your-
self.”

Nobody eould have minded thia
particular embargo fesa than Hilton
Toye: and In nothing was he lass ke
Cazalet, who even now had the half-
regretful and self-excusing air of the
fmupislve person who has talked too
freely and Adlscovered It too late.

Tiut he had been perfectly delignt-
ful to Hilton Toye, almost too ap-
prociative, if anything, and now very
anxious to glve him a lift In his taxl,

Toye, however, had shopping to do
in the very street that they were in,
and he saw Cazalot off with a smile
that waa as yot morely puzzied and
not unfriendly until he had time to
recall Miss Blanche's part in the
sirange affair of the previous after-
noon,

Say, weren't they rather Intimate,
those two, even {f they had known
each other all thelr livea? Heo had It
from Blanche (with her second re-
fural) that she was not, and never
had been, engaged.

And a fellow who only wrote to
her once In A year—atill, they munst
hava boen darned iIntimats, and this
funny affalr would bring them to.
gether agaln quicker than anything,

Bay, what a funny affalr It was
when you came to think of 1t! Funny
all through, it now atruck Toye; be-
ginning on board ship with that
dream of Casalet’'s about the mur-
dered man, leading to all that talk
of the old grievance against him and
culminating In his actually finding
tha Implements of the crime In his
Inspired efforts to save the man of
whoss Innocence hs was so positive.

Say, If that Cazalet had not bheen
on his way home from Australla at
tha timel

T.!ke many deslibarate speakers,
Toye thought llke lightning, and had
reached this point beforp he was n
hundred yards from the hotel; than
he thought of something else, and re-
traoced his steps,

e rotraced them even to the table
at which he had sat with Cazalnt
not very many minutes agn; the wait-
er was only now begloulug to clear
awnoy.

“Say, walter, what have you donn
with the menu that was In that toust.

rack? ‘There was something oo 1t
thut we rather wanted to keep."
“I thought there was, sir,” sald the

English walter at that adwmirable
hotel,

Toye, howevaer, prepared to talk to
him llike an American uncle of Duten
extraction.

“You thought that, and you took it
away?'

“Nut at all, sir. I "appened to ob-
serve the other gentleman put the
menu in his pocket, behind your back
BA you wera gotting up, because [
passed a remark about It to the head
walter at the time!"

CHAPTER IX.

Fair Warning.

T was much more than a map
of the metropolls that Toye
carried In his able head,
e knew the right places
for the right things, from

his tailor's at one end of Jermyn

street to bis batier's at the other,
and from the man for cullars and
dress shirts, in another of Bt, Jumea's,
to_tho only man for soft shirts, on

Plceadilly.

Hilton Toye visited them all In turn
this fAne September morning, und
found the select tepm agreeably dis.
engaged, readler than ever to suit
him.

Then he gazed critically at his
boots. He was not wo dead surs that
he had struck the only man for bhootws,

There had beon n yYoung follow
aboard the Katser Fritz, quite a littie
bit of 4 milltary blood, who hiad coma
ashore in a palr of cloth tops that
tind rather unsettlod Mr Toye's mind
just on that one point,

He thiought of this young fellow
when ho was through with the soft-
shirt man on Piceadilly. They hal
diced for a drinl or two In tha smok-
Ing-room, and Capt. Aylmer hud sall
he would llke to have Toye ses hia
club any time he was passing and
cared to look In for lunch,
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He had sald 8o as though he would
like It a great denl, and suddenly
Toye had A mind to take him at his
word right now,

The Idea begau with thoss bogts
with cloth tops, but that was not all
there was to It} there was something
¢lse that had been at the back of
Toye's mind all moruing, saod now
took charge In front,

Aylmer bad talked some about a
Job In the war ofMee that enabled hiin
to lunch dally at the Rag; but what
his job had been abioard a German
steamer Toye did not know and was
not the man to lnguire.

It was no business of his, anyway.
Reference to a card, traded for his
own In Southampton Water, and duly
filed In his clgaretta caso, rominded
him of the Rag's proper style and
title,

And there he was eventually enter-
tained to a sound, workmanlike,
rather expeditious meoal,

“8ay, did you see the cemetery at
Genoa?" suddenly inquired the visit-
or on thelr way back through the
hall. A martial bust had besn ad-
mired extravagantly hefore the ques-
tion,

“Nevor want to ses It again, or
Genoa elther,” wald Captaln Asimor.
“The sinvking-room’'s this way."”

“T Judge you didn't care a 1ot about
the clty ™ pursued Toye ns they found
R Carner.

“Genou? O, T lked it all right
but you get fed up in a couple of

daya neither ashora nor afloat, '8 &
bit amphibious. Of course you can
B0 to u hotel If you lke, but not it
You're only o peor Hritleh soldior”
“Did you Bay you woic there Lwo

daya?' Toye was cutting his clgar
as though It were u corn.

"Two whole days, and we'd had a
night In the Bay of Naples just be-
fore,”

“Is that s0? 1 only came aboard
at Genoa. I gueas | was wise,” added
Toye, ns though he wis thinking of
pomething else, There wis no sort of
feeling in his volee, but he was suck-
Ing his left thumb,

“1 say, you've cutl yourse!f!"

“1 guess It's nothing, Kunife too
sharp; pleane don't worry, Capt. Ayl-
mer, | was golng to say 1 only got
on at Genon. and they conldn't glve
me a rooin to myselt, 1 had to go in
with Cazgalet; that's how 1 #aw Nu
much of him."

It was Toye's third separate and
independent attempt to lotreducs the
pame and fams of Cazalet ns & notur-
al topic of conversation,

Twice his host had lstensd with
adamantine pollitoness this thme; he
was enjoying quite the second hest
Hquour brandy to be had at the g
and be leaned bock in his chalr,

“You waere rather lmpressed with
him, wersn't you?' sald Capr. Ayi-
mar. “"Well, frankly, I wasu't, but It
may have been my fault It doos
rather warp ono's judgmeat to ho
shut out to Aden on & putty jub at
this time o' yeur"™

S0 thuat was wherse he had beean?
Yen, and by Jove he Lad to see o
man about it all at 1 o'elock,

“Ope of the nuls,” eaxpinined Capt
Avimer, keeplog his chalr with dne
restraint,

Tuye rose with finer alacrity

“I hope you won't think me rude”
sald the captaln, “but 'm afraid |
teully mustn't keep bl walting.”

Toye sald tho proper things all the
wuy to the hat stand, and thers tunk
frontul measures ns n lnst resort,

“l was only goilng to ask you one
thing about Mr. Cazalet,” he sald,
“and I guess I've a reason for ask-
Ing, though there's no time to state
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it now, What did you think of him,
Cuapt. Aylmer, on the whole?”

“Ab, there you huve me. ‘On the
whole’ is just tho difMculty,” sald Ayl
mor, answering the stralght question
readlly enough. *1 thought he was a
very good chap ns far as Naples, but
after CGenon he was anothor belng.
I've stimetimes wonderad what hap-
pened In his thres or four days
uahore.”

“*Threa or four, dld you say ™

And at the lust moment Toye would
hove played Wedding Guest to Ayl-
mers’ Anclent Mariner,

“Yes; you ses, he know these Ger-
man boats wasts a couple of days at
Gonoa, s0 he Innded at Naples and did
his Italy ovarland. Rather a good
Idoa, I thought, espocially as ho aald
he had friends In Rome: but we never
heard of ‘em beforehand, and | should
have let the whole thing strike me a
bit moonar if I'd been Caznlat, Hoon
enough to take a handbag and &
tooth brush, eh? And I don't think
I should have run It quite so fine at
Genoa, elther. But thero are ruw
birds in thia world, and always will
be!*

Toye felt one hlmaslf as he plckead
his way through 8t Jumes's Square,

If It had not beon just after lunch,
he would huve gone stralght and had
a oocktall, tor of course he know the
vnly placo for them.

What he did was to slus round out
of the square and to obtain for the

' asking, at another old hatnt, on Cock-

spur etreet, the latest lttle tline-
tabile of continental tralns, This he
carried, not on foot but in & teuxl, to
the Bavoy Hotel, whers it kept him
busy in his own room fur the best
part of another hour,

But by that time Hilton Toye looked
more than an hour older than on sit-
ting down at his writing table with
pencll, paper and the lttle book of
trains; he looked horrified, hoe losked
distressod, and yet he looked crafty,
determined and Immensely alive,

He procesded, howover, to take
some of the life out of himsolf, and
to add =t more to Ly apparent age,
hy repalring for mors inward light
and leading to a Turkish bath,

Now the only Turkish bath, accord-
fng to Hilton Toye's somewhat ex-
cluslve code, was not even a hundrod
yards from Cazalet’s hotel, and there
the vishwe of the morning again pre-
sented himsell before the afternoon;
noaw merely a Nttle worn, as a man
will look after losing o stone an hour
on a warm afterncon, and a bit blue
#iwdn about the chin. which of course

louked o little deeper mnd stronger
on that account.
Cazalet wis not in: his friend

would walt, and In fact walted over
an hour In the lttle lounge. An eve-
ning paper was offered him; he tock
ft listlessly, scarcely looked at it at
first, then tord It In his anxiety to
find somothing he had guite for-

gottan—from the newapaper end.

But he was walting as stoleally as
before when Casalet arrived in tre-
mendous spirita

“Stop and dinel” he cried eul &t
once.

“gBorry 1 can't; got to go and see
somebodyl” sald Hilton Toye

**Then you must bave a drink.”™

“No, I faank you,"” sald Toye, with
the decisive courtesy of a total ab-
stainer,

“You look as If you wanted one;
you don't look & bit 8t sald Cazalet
most kindly.

“Nor am I, sir!” exclalmed Toye.
“1 guess London's no place for ma in
the fall. Just as well, too, I judge,
since I've got to light out again
stralght away.”

“You haven't™

“Yan, sir, this very night. That's
the worst of & business that takes
you to all the capitals of Europe in
turn. It takes you so long to fiit
around that you never know when
you've got to start in agaln.”

“Which capital Is It this time?
snid Caznlet. His exuberant gealal-
ity had been dashed very visibly for
the moment.

But already his high spirita were
reasserting themselves; indeed, a
eynic with an ear might bave caught
the nots of sudden consolation in the
question that Casalet asked so brisk-
1
"(Iot to g0 down to Rome,” sald
Toys, watching the effect of his
words.

“Hut you've just come back from
there!"” Caszalet looked no worse than
puztled.

“No, sir, 1 miassd Home out; that
wns my mistnke, and here’'s this ait-
uation besn developing behind my
back.”

*What situation?™

“Oh, why It wouldn't interest you!
But I've got to go down to Rome,
whather 1 like It or not, and I don't
llke 1t any, becauss I don't hava any
friends there. And that's what I'm
doing right hers. I was wondering
It you'd do something for me,
Cazalet

“If I can,” sald Casalet, "with
pleasure.” But hla smlles ware gone.

1 was wondering If you'd give me
an introduction to thoas friends of
yours In Roma!™

There was just a little pause, and
Cazalet's tongue just showed be-
tween his lips, molstening them.

It was at that moment the omnly
touch of color in bis face.

“DId 1 tell you I'd any friends
thora?"

The sound of his volos was pere
haps loss hoarse than pussied.

Toye made himself chuckle as he
sat looking up out of somber syes.

*Well, If you didn't,” sald he, “I
guess I must have dreamed ItI®

CHAPTER X.

The Week of Their Lives.

OY E'S gone back to Italy,”
sald Cazalet. “He mays
he may be away only a
week. Lot's make it the
week of our lves!"™

The scens was tha little room It
pleased HBlanche to call her parlor,
and the time a preposterously sarly
hour of the following forenoon,

Cozalet might have ‘planed down
from the ekies Into her sunny snug-
gery, though his brand new Burberry
rather suggested another extravagant
taxicab,

But Nanche =aw only his worn
excited face, and Her own was not
ot its best in her' dhicer amasement.

It she bhad heard the last two sen-
tences, to understand them at the
timoe she would have felt bound to
tako them up first, and to aak bow
on earth Mr, Toye could affect her
plans or pleasures,

But such wus the effect of the
preceding statement that all the rost
was ssveral moments on the way to
her comprehension, whare It arrived,
indead, mors Incomprehénwsibie than
ever, but not worth making a fuss
about then.

“Itnly!" she had ejaculated mean-
whila. "When did be go?"

“Nins o'clock last night.”

“But'—sbe checked berself—"T sim-
ply ean't understand it, that's all!”

“Why? Have you seen him wince
the other afternocon?"

His manner might have axplained
those other two remarks, now bothe
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ering her when It was too late to
notice them; on the cother hand, she
was by no means sure that i did.

He might simply dislike Toye, and
that again might explain his extra-
ordinary heat over the argument at
Littleford. Blanche began to feel the
alr somewhat heavily charged with
explanations, #ither demanded or de-
nlred; they were things she hated,
and she determined not lo add to
them If ahe could help It

“l haven't set eyas on him again”
she sald. “Bul he's boen peen hore—
in & Uttle taxi”

““Who saw him 1™

“Martha—If she's not mistaken”

This was a little disingenuous, as
will appear; but that Impetuous
Bweep waa In a merciful hurry to
know somsthing else.

“When was this, Blanche?

“Just about dark—say seven or so.
Bhe owns It was about dark” sald

HBiancha, though she felt ashamed of
hernelf,

“Woll, It's just possible. He left
me about slx; sald he bhad to see some
ons, too, now I think of It. But I'd4
K've a bit to know whnt ho was doing
measing about down here at the last
moment!®

Blanche liked this as littls as any-
thing that Casalet had sald yet, and
he had sald nothing that shs did like
this morning. Put there were allow-
ances to be made for bhim, she knew.

And yeot to astrengthem her know-
ledge, or rather to let him confirm it
for her, either by word or by his »sl-
lence, she stated & ocertaln osse for
bim aloud.

“Poor old Bwesp!" she Isughed, “It's
& shame that you should have come
boms to bs worried llke this"

*I am worried," he sald simply.

“I think it's Just splendid, all you'rs
doing for that poor man, but es-
pecially the way you're doing IL."”

“l wish you wouldn't say that,
Dianche!*

He pald her thes compliment of
speaking exactly as he would havs
apoken to & man: or rather, ahe hap-
pened 1o be the woman to take It as
a compliment.

“But I 4o say it, Bweep! I've heard
all about it from Charlle. He rang
me up last night.”

“You're on the telsphone, are you?"

“Everybody Ia In thess days. Whers
bave you lived? Oh, I forgot!” And
she laughed. Anything to lift this
duet of theirs out of the minor key!

“But what does old Charlis really
think of the case? That's more to the
point,” sald Casalet uneasily,

“Well, he seemed to foar thera wan
no chanos of ball before the adjourned
bearing. But I rather gatherad he
was not golng to be in it himeelf?*

“No. Wae decided on ona of those
sportsmen who love rushing in where
& family lawyer like Chartis owne to
looking down his nose. I've seen the
chap, and primed him up about old
Havage, and our find In the founda-
tions, He says he'll make an exam-
ple of Drinkwiter and Charlle suys
they call him the Bobby's Bughear!™

"But wsurely he'll have to tell his
cllent who's behind him?"

"No. He's just the type who would
bave rushed in, anyhow, And It'll be
time enough to put Seruton under
obligations when I've got him off!™

Blanche looked at the troubled eyea
uvolding hers, and thought that she
had never heard of a fine thing being
done so finely.

This very shamefacedness appealed
to her lntensely, and yet last nlght
Charlie had said that old Bweep was
In such tremendous spirits about It
all! Why was he so down this morn-
log?

Bhe only knew she could have taken
his hand, but for & very good reason
why she could not. Hhe had even to
gunrd agalust an equivocally syme
pathetic volce or maoner, as ahe
unked:

“How long did
fort

“Hight days.”

*Well, then, you'll know Lhe best or
the worst to-day week!"

“Yes!" he sald eagerly, almost him-
self again. “But, whichever way It
goos, I'm afrald It meana trouble for
me, Blanche; some time or othar I'll
tell you why; but that's why I want
this to be the week of our Uves.™

8o he really meant what he had
sald before. The phrass had been no
careless misune of words; but neither,
after all, did It necessarily apply to
Mr. Toye.

That was something. It made It
eaxier for Blanche not to ask gues-
tiona.

Casalet had gons out on the bal-
cony; now he called to her; and there
was no faxi, but & smart open oar,
walting In the road, ita brasses blaa«
Ing in the sun, an immaoculate cbauf-
feur at the wheasl.

“Whoss is that, Sweep?”

“Mine, for the weak I'm talking
about! I mean ours, If you'd enly
buck up and get ready to come out!
A week down't last forever, you
knowl"

Blanche ran off to Martha, who
fussed and hindered her with the beat
intentions. It would have been 4if.

they remand hin
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ailt to aay which was the more ax-
clted of the two.

Hut the ald nurse would waste time
In perfectly fatuous reminiscences of
the very earlies” expeditions In which
Mr. Cazalet had led and Bianches
bad followed, and what n bonny pair
they had made sven thon, elc,

Beverely smubbed on that sahject,
she took to peering at her niistress,
once her bairn, with furtive eagerness
and impatience; for Blanche, on her
Nide, looked as though she had some-
thing on her mind, and, Indeed, had
made one or two attempis to get it
off. She bad to force It even In the
und,

“There's Just ons thing 1 want to
say before 1 go, Martha'

“Yoa, dearie, yonT*

"You know when Mr. Toye
yesterday, and 1 was out™

"Oh, Mr. Toye. yes, | remembar,
Misa Blanche."

“Well, I don't want you to say that
he came In and waited half an hour
In vain; In fact, not that he came In
at all, or that you'rs even sure you
saw him, unless of courme, you're
asked."

“Well, Tdon't know, but there soems
to be & Uttle bad bLlood Lotween Mr.
Toye and Mr. Cazaler™

Martha looked for A moment as
thoush sho were about to weop, and
then fer another momient za thougb
she would die of laushing,

But a third momsot she celebrated
by making an utter old fool of hor.
self, a8 she would have bean told
to her face by anybody but Blanche,
whose yellow hair was being disar-
ranged by the very hands that had
helped to Imprison It under that mo-
tor bat and veil

“Oh, Blanehls, Is that all you have
to tall me?" satd Martha.

And then the week of thoir liyes
began.
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CHAPTER X1.

In Country and in Touwn.
HE weuther was true to
them and this was a
larger matter than It might
have been. They were not
making love. They were
“not out for that' as Blanche heranlf
actually told Martha, with annihilat-
ing scorn, when the old denr looked
both knowlng and longing-to-know

at the end of the firet day's run,

They were out to enjoy themselvos,
and that seemed shocking to Martha
“unlesa something was coming of 11."
She had Just sense enough to keep
her conditional clauss to herself.

Yot |, thay ware only out to anjoy
themselves In the way Misa Blanche
vowsd and declarad (mors shame for
her), they certainly had done wonders
for a start. Martha could hardly
crodit all they sald they had donwe,
and as an embittersd pedestrian there
wns nothing that she would *“put
past'” one of those nasty motors,

It maddd very Hitle for Mr. Cazaloet,
by the way, lo Martha's privets opin.
lon, that he should taks her Miss
Munche out in "he car at all; if he
had turned out us well o8 she hod
hoped, and “meant anything,” a nice
boat on the river would have beon
better for them both than all that
tearing through the ale in n eloud of
smoky dust; It would have beon much
less exponsive, and far more “the
thing."

But, there, to sce and hear the child
after the first day! 8Bhe looked 8o
bonny that for u time Muartha really
belleved that Mr, Cazalet had “spoken,*
and allowed herself to admire him
nlso s he drove off later with his
wicked lamps alight.

But Blanche would only go on and
on about her day, the glorles of the
Ripley road and the grandeur bf
Hindhead. 8Bhe had brought back heaps
of heather and bunches of leaves just
beglnning to turn; they were all over
the little house befors Cuzalet had
been gone ten minutes.

But Blanche hadn't forgutten her
poor old Martha; she was not one
to forget people, especinlly when ghe
Joved and yet had to snub them, May-
tha's portion was ploturs post cards
of the Gibbet and other landmarks
of the day.

“And If you're good,” sall Blanchs,
“you shall have some every day, and
an album to keep them In forever and
over. And won't that be nlce when
it's all over, and Mr. Cazalst's gone
back to Australla?”

Crusller anti-climax was naver
planned, but Martha's face had
brought It on her; and now It re-
malned to make her see for herself
what an incomparably good time they
were having so far.

“It waa a almply splondid lunch at
the Beacon, and such a tea at Hyfiset,
coming back another way," explained
Blanche, who was notoriously indif-
ferent about har food, but also as i
rule much hungrier than she sssmed
to-night,

“It must be that tea, my dear. It
was too much., To-morrow I'm to
take the Birram, and I want Walter
to see If ho oan’t got a billy and ahow
me bow they make tea In the bush,
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but ha sava It aimply couldn't be G088

without mathylated,”

The next day they went oves ‘
Tog's Nack, and the next diy
through London Into Hert ¥
Thia was a tremendous exporiontss

The car wns a good one frad,
pood firm, and the chauffeur
Hike an angel through the traffie, &9

thut the teeming city opensd baleew

them from end to end,
Then the Hertfordahire hedges ﬂ

meadows and timber wers the very J.*

things anfter the Hog's Back
Hindhead: not  so  wonderful,
cotirsn, bt more like old England
lons like 1he bush: and before
Aoy was out they hnd seen, through

doda'ng London on the way back, the

Harrow boys like a lot of young
lors who had changed hats with
mnlds, and Eton boys as closely =
pombiling o convocation of alack @8-
ritea, .

Then thers was thelr Auckinghams
ghirs day—Chalfont, St Glles and
Hughenden—and nlmost detached R«
peelences such as the churchyard st
Htoke Poges, where Cazalet repsated
astounding chunks of Ita clegy,
jenrned as long ago as his prepafis

tory nehool days, and the l.m*“ ‘-'

Hlas! of H low
murderous trams.

Then thers wan the wooé “
found wheroe gypsics had been camps
ing, whers they resolved that mee:
ment to do the same, just exactly In
every dotall na Cazalet had so often
done It In the bush; so that fesh and
four wera fetched from the nelghe
boring village, and he sat on his hesls
and turned them into mutton amd
damper In about a minute; and after
that a resl campfire till long aftee
dark, and a ahadowy chauffour smelt-
Ing his plps somewhere In the other
shandows, and thinking them,
course, quite mad

The critie on the hearth at home
thought even worss of them than
that, Tt Bianche only told the trath
when sha declarcd that the whele
thing bad been her idea, and, she
might have added, a bitter disap-
pointment to her, becauss Walter
simply would not talk about the bush
ituclf, and never had since that firet
hour In the old empty achoolroom &t
Littleford.

(y the way, she had taken to ‘-
ing hlm Walter to his face.)

Of other conversation, however,
there was not and never had besn
the slightest dearth hetween them; bl
It wan, perhaps, & sad case of QUARe
tity. These were two outdoor souls,

and the one with the Interesting Hfe

no longer spoke about It

Neither was a great reader, oven of
the papers, though Blanche Nked
postry as she liked golng to churchj
but each had the mind that could bate
ten quite amiably on other people.

Bo thers was a deal of talk abeud
neighbors down the river, and seme
of 1t was scandal, and all was gose
Alp: and there was a great deal about
what IHancha called their stone-age
davd, bt again far less about theme
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solves when young than there bad

been at Littleford that frst day.

And so much for their conversation,
once for all;
twWe very ordinary persons, placed In
an extraordinary polltlo: to ‘-ﬁ
they Lind shut their eyes for & weak,

They must have had between them,
however, some rudimentary sense of
construction; for their final fling, I
nat just the most inspiring, was af
loust unllke all tho rest,

It was almost as now to Blanche,

and now much more so to Casalet; I§
appealed as strongly to thelr coms
mon stock of fresliness and simplicity,
Yot coause and effect were allke Bae
denlably lacking In distinction.

It begun with cartioads of pew
clothes from Cazalet's old tallor and |
it ended in a theatre and the Carltom,

Murtha surpussed herself, of course;
aho hiad gone about for days for
rather mornings and evenings) In an
uggressive sllence, her lips proves
catively pursed, but now the time had

come for ber to speak oul, and thas
she did,

If Miss Bianchs had no respect for
horselt thers werd those who had
some for her, just as there were
othars who seemed to have forgotten
tho meaning of the word. The
pvhemistic plural disappearsd at
first syllable from Blanche.

It was nothing to Martha that shé
had been offered a place in the oar
(beside that forward
more days than one;
Caznlet koow her fecllngs about
motors before he made her the offer,

But she was not saylng asythisg
about what was past. This was the
limit; an expression which only sullled
Martha's lips Lecause Blanche bhad
Just applied It to her Inference.

It was not behaving as & genties
man; it was enough to work unpléase
ant miracles In her poor parents’
graves; and though Martha bersslf
would dle sooner than informa Mr.
Charlle or the married sisters, sthar
propla wera beginning to tallk, |
when this came out she knew
would get the hlame.

(To Ue Contlnuved.)

it was frankly that ﬁ,«‘

a

Y

A

’e
4

&

PR

5

1

T :m'

PPN, W A

'y

i




